Short, delicate, heady breaths. I disappear into the bouquet on my desk of white flowers-white flowers in winter, white flowers longing to become snow. All the other memory-short senses are utterly, magnificently dreary beside this one. And yet, the language of flowers is woeful-their fragrant gestures are feeble; no sooner are they uttered than they droop and die. Still, the old, elusive language of flowers is more accurate than our own. Perhaps the muse, a woman's muse, is a small and plain, speckled bird. Or, maybe, a bumblebee. Attracted by bowls of sugar water, pots of geraniums left on desks, trompe-l'oeil paintings of intricate bouquets. The writer has a room of her own, she has food in her belly. Now she needs bunches of flowers in her rooms. Flowers decorating the stanzas of her poems. Vines growing up over the windows, "It's a tangled world of vines, syllables, honeysuckle, colors, and words…" (Clarice Lispector).
*

Failure.
Flowers are about failure and so is writing. To fail so perfectly, as irrepressibly as a rose, is the writer's dream, a dream of a burning rose bush.
"What makes a work of art go from being good to great: the presence of doubt. It is not something directly spoken in the narrative; it is a thing you feel when you are in the presence of the text. Like a vague scent of blossom somewhere. The sorrow of knowing at the last moment you have failed" (Kristjana Gunnars). And still, the rose fails more completely, more sorrowfully, more subtly than any writing, any work of art. The writer competes with the rose, the begonia, the common daisy and is sure to lose. I have always just written my last poem, certain I will be diagnosed with terminal cancer, or one of the thousands of diseases that can kill you as quickly as any flower dies. Every poem is a flower, more or less beautiful than other flowers. Most fragrant right after I have written it. Then it fades, for me anyway, it fades. I press it in a book, forget it ever existed. When I come back to it later it is so very much less than it was. But I remember the beauty of forgotten things so well. To write is to send flowers to the moon. To our dream-selves. To distant magical cities, to the thresholds of strangers. To lovers and to friends, yes, even to enemies. Bouquets of blooms, cut fresh from the unruly garden. How or whether they will be received is unknown. Or if they will be seen, truly seen, at all. Some arrangements will be more spectacular than others. But think, you have sent them…flowers to the moon.
